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Bothwellhaugh entered the house after dark, took up his quarters on the first floor, stretched a black cloth over the walls so that his shadow could not be seen from the street, covered the floor with mattresses so that his steps could not be heard in the room below, tied a fleet horse all saddled and bridled in the garden, hollowed out the arch of the little gate leading into the fields so that he could pass beneath it at a gallop, loaded an arquebus, and shut himself up in his room.
All these preparations were due, as the reader may have guessed, to the fact that Murray was to pass through Linlithgow the next day0 Secretly as he had made them they were very near amounting to nothing, for the Kegent's friends warned him that it would be unsafe for him to pass through the town, which belonged almost entirely to the Hamilton^, and advised him to make a detour to avoid it.
But Murray was a brave man, and unaccustomed to recoil from real danger; so he simply scoffed at a danger which he looked upon as altogether fanciful, and boldly carried out his original plan.
As the street which the Archbishop's balcony overhung was included in his route as laid down, he rode into it, not at a gallop, preceded by guards to clear the road, as his friends advised, but at a foot-pace, which. was rendered necessary by the great crowd which thronged the street to get a glimpse of him. When he arrived opposite the balcony, as if chance were in alliance with the murderer, the press was so great that he was forced to halt for an instant. Thus Bothwellhaugh was able to take sure aim. He rested his arquebus on the rail of the balcony, and having adjusted it with the utmost moderation and coolness, fired. The charge was so heavy that the bullet, after passing